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alb, with a  stole  crossed on his left shoulder and a white
skull-cap on his head.

A choir of fourteen dark young men entered, wearing white
linen vestments with stoles crossed on the left shoulder. One
man carried cymbals, another held a triangle. Seeing them
like this, without tarbushes and isolated from an Arabic
background, I was immensely struck by their resemblance to
the Egyptians and the Gneco-Egyptians whose portraits are
to be seen on the Faiyum mummy cases.

The Liturgy began with the long sanctification, or oblation,
of St. Basil. The priest intoned the prayers in Coptic
and the congregation made their responses in Arabic. The
choir sang in Coptic in a high nasal tone, seeming at times
to tear the words out of the air, their heads h'fted and their
eyes closed. They were accompanied now and then with a
touch of the triangle or a clash of cymbals.

Here again, is it right to call this enharmonic chanting
"oriental," in the sense that it has an Arabian origin?
Surely it is more reasonable to believe that the Arabs took
their music from the Egyptians ? As I listened to this Coptic
choir, I wondered if this Church music might not be the last
relic of the music of the Pharaohs, as the language of the
Coptic Liturgy is the last relic of their language.

The sacristan brought in the Korbin bread. The priest
came to the haikal door and examined each loaf minutely,,
turning it over and over; selecting the most perfect, he
returned with it to the altar and placed the bread on the
paten. Raisin wine was brought to him. During the
Moslem conquest the cultivation of the grape was forbidden
in Egypt, and Christians were obliged to make their sacra-
mental wine secretly in the churches, using raisins instead of
grapes. He poured wine into the chalice and added a little
water from an ordinary clay gulla. He placed the chalice in
the painted box that stands on every Coptic altar, and on top
of the chalice he placed the paten, covering them both with
a veil of yellow silk.

Repeated processions round the altar now filled the sanc-
tuary with a mist of incense. There was no sound for some
time but the regular chink of the swinging thurible and the
voice of the priest intoning prayers in the language of ancient